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‘he ‘threaded his. . r
‘room yesterday to tell hls - story il
on of those whe would Judge him was th
inary looking chap, what & far ery from the commo]
ception-‘of the trench-coated esplonage agent or the de
' care; mercenary. . v
. wiHe has coal black hair. He has a placid, almost expressi
~less face. His soft voice is not quite a falsctio, il nevertheles
far higher than the sonorous tones ¢f the Senators -Who .ques-
tioned him. ’ : : S
Only his eyes gave him away as he endured.his ordegl - of

JAnspection. They leapcd and darted as he spoke. - -+
Ve o He - seemed quite unsure of what reception 'to expect
what*judgment was being passed as he tonclessly ang
' glibly -told the details of his saga. o EE
: <" 'His Jaugh always secmed tentative,, When someihing
© - Ing was gald, the corners of his mouth would reach back'a
lips would part to begin to laugh, but laughter never really car
It seemed as though he dared not treat a roment of this expel
cnce with levity. It seemed as though he were constantly afraid

- the joke might be on him. - ) o

* ¥ * R |
7 le told his story in fantastic detail which Russlan sat fnf
- “which:seat of which car on the way to whick jail at which stage i

‘of this unique paragraph In history. He serrned prepared to go|
-; an.for hours. He did indeed speak for near)y an hour without |
2 Intérruption as he told the bulk of his tale, a1'd he seemed a littie |7

isappointed when the Senale Armed Forcs'y Committee Chalr-|;
man, Richard Russell, hurried him as the a‘uinoon got old and{:
the snow clogging the roadways began to mcern the Senators
more than thig recapitulation of an inc:i ri thev'd all rather
_forget. :
He did not arrive alone. The Centra' Inte’ rence Agencsy’s|!
sencral counsel, Laurence Houstin, sat beside A% and a phalanx |
ol C1A agents ranged beliind him to offer heli ! But he needed .
no aid. . : : :

x % " i ) Foa Ll
The atmosphere was unrcal. There was the unbellevable :
spectacle of an intelligence agent, a spy. sittrg . public com. |
mittee telling the details of his professicn toe a 1o 11ful of report-
* ers and cameramen—how many oldline T'r. iy vud German |
master spies must have gpun in their Flaves,
Eventually it was over. Fuve ntuaily 1 frois 4Gy Powers )
reached the hoppy climax: how the Russiars aachal wm off fort
Berlin and ficedom. As he tavned 1o L0 b werthcugh thel
crtinus, someone asked what held be o e ey,
SO T s, westapios fowasd 1. ¢ Y s nerned
at his clbow, “they tave pienty o one oo
Like what?

“Like remembering. [ have a lot of tomer v - I, Ao do”
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